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BETTY’S THANKSGIVING WEEK 
-ALBERTA M. CARTER 


-—=]| DON’T see how I can find anything to be thankful for, 
Mother dear, with you gone all week,” whined Betty. 
It was the week of Thanksgiving, and Betty’s mother 
had promised to visit her sister in a neighboring city. 
“Come sit on my lap, Betty dear; I want to read you 
| something,” said her mother. 

When Betty was snugly cuddled in her mother’s loving arms, she 
listened very attentively to the following words: - 

“Tt is a good thing to give thanks unto Jehovah, And to sing 
praises unto thy name, O Most High; 

““To.show forth thy lovingkindness in the morning, And thy faith- 
fulness every night.” 

“Now,” said Mother, “I have a nice plan; I will write what I 
have read upon a sheet of letter paper and put it in an envelope with 
your name written upon it. You open it and read it every day, just as 
if it were a letter from me; then see if you can find something to be 
thankful for, some way to show forth your loving-kindness, and some- 
thing to be faithful to.” 

~ “Oh! that will be a fine game for every single day, won't it, 
Mother >”’ cooed the loving Betty. 

“*Just keep your eyes and ears open,” cautioned her mother, “and 
see how much you will have to tell me when I return. Now, good- 
by; be mother’s good little girl.” 

When Betty was preparing for bed that night, she began to say, 
“Tt is a good thing to give thanks unto Jehovah,” and then she stood up 
very straight and still, for she had a good thought. 

“T thank thee, God, for my dear mother and father, for this lovely 
bed, for this warm room, for such good things to eat, and for the elec- 
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tric lights, and my dolly and my kitty, and the snow and my skates, 
and all the other children to play with; I thank thee for my school and 
my teacher and my books—and oh! oh! so many, many things!” 

“Oh! won’t mother be glad when she learns how much I have 
found to be thankful for?” thought the happy little girl as she lay 
down to sleep. When she awoke the next morning, the first thing that 
came into her mind was, “It is a good thing to show forth thy loving- 
kindness in the morning.” 

“Oh! I know how to do that,” said Betty to herself, and she 
jumped out of bed and began to dress herself very carefully. Now 
there had been times when Betty had been fussy about getting dressed 
in the mornings, when she had to be told to hurry and get her shoes on, 
and sometimes people had to be very firm with her. But now she was 
going to surprise everybody. 

Because “Jovingkindness” kept running through her: mind, every- 
thing seemed to go together just right, and she was all perfectly dressed 
in a very short time, without any one’s helping her. Then she ran softly 
downstairs and into the room where her father was reading the morning 
paper. 
“Good morning, Father dear,”’ she cried, “see what I did;”’ and 
she held out her arms and turned about for inspection. 

“Well, well, who dressed my little girl >’ inquired her father, and 
then Betty told him all about it. 

“Keep on thinking ‘lovingkindness’ all day, Betty,” said Father, 
“and see what you'll have to tell me tonight.” 

Before going to school, Betty cut some bread into small pieces 
and threw it upon the crust of snow for the birds, gave her kitten a 
saucer of milk, and helped wash the breakfast dishes, in a very loving 
spirit. 

The world looked wonderfully rosy to Betty as she skipped away 
to school, and her little heart was filled with thankfulness at every 
turn. She wondered why she had never seen so many things to be 
thankful for before. 

The very first song which the children sang at school that morn- 


ing was: 
“Father, we thank thee for the night, 
And for the pleasant morning light; 
For rest and food and loving care, 


And all that makes the world so fair. 


“Help us to do the things we should, 
To be to others kind and good; 
In all we do, in work or play, 
To grow more loving every day.” 
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Up went Betty’s hand, and her teacher let her speak. “That's 
a thanksgiving song, isn’t it>”’ inquired the little girl. 

“Yes indeed, Betty, it is a very lovely Thanksgiving song, and I 
am so glad that you thought of it,”’ replied the teacher. 


Compa 


Then Betty opened her mother’s letter and showed it to her 
teacher. 
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“What a lovely letter!”’ exclaimed the latter, “‘may I read it to 
the children?” 

“Please do,” begged Betty, almost beside herself with joy. 

After the letter had been read, Betty told the children how she 
had found out about giving thanks and “lovingkindness,” and they 
all said that they were going to try it, too. 

“But,” said Betty, “I don’t know how to show forth faithfulness 
every night.” 

“*Let’s see if we can help her, children,” said the teacher. ““When 
you go home from school, you can hang up your coat and hat, put 
away your rubbers and gloves, place your books neatly upon the 
table, and cheerfully run errands.” 

“Oh! that will be so easy,” declared Betty, “I am sure that I can 
be very faithful.” 


When Betty’s mother returned she felt the “lovingkindness” in 
the house as soon as she stepped in. 
“Oh! home does seem so sweet, ”* she said to Father, “what makes 
it seem so full of joy >” 
“Betty must tell you, Mother,” replied F; ather; * ‘she did it all.” 
“No, no, Father, it was Mother who told me,” corrected Betty. 
“Do tell me the secret,” begged Mother, who had been so busy 
being kind to others that she had entirely forgotten about her letter to 
Betty. But when she heard the many, many, many things that Betty 
was thankful for; and the many, many, many ways in which she had 
shown lovingkindness; and the many, many, many ways in which she 
had been faithful, her cup of joy was filled to overflowing. 
**And I heard my teacher say,” said Betty, “that the schoolroom 
was a little paradise, Thanksgiving week, because it was so rich in 
‘lovingkindness.” ’ 
Taking Father’s hand, while still holding Betty lovingly in her 
— i said very softly, “Truly, truly, a little child shall lead 
em. 


A pretty little trout - 
Was eager to go out, 
But dearie me! the sky was very black; 
So I heard his mother say, 
“You may go a little way, 


And if it rains, be sure to hurry back.” 
—The Children’s Book. 
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Chapter III. 


HE HAD just reached her destination when Mother Love 
appeared. And before Margaret could speak, she was be- 
side the empty place where the vine had been. 

“Margaret! Margaret!’’ she cried, “where is my 

beautiful 

, | When she saw the child’s guilty face she pleaded with 

her to tell what she had done with the vine. But Margaret would not 

answer. She became silent, as she always did with Mrs. Cary. 

For a while Mother Love wept bitterly. Then she gradually 
became calm, and Margaret was awed by the light that shone on her 
face as she presently stretched forth her arms and cried, 

“Oh! Great Gardener, forgive me for doubting thee, even for one 
small moment. Thou knowest best. And even though my arms can- 
not now infold the little vine intrusted to my care, I know that the 
light of thy love still shines upon it.” 

Then Margaret knew how wicked she had been, for she had 
tried to rob the vine of the place the Great Gardener had given it. 
She realized that he that neither slumbers nor sleeps always watches 
over his own, and that he never makes mistakes. 

With a strong heart she resolved to undo the wrong that she had 
done, and then to leave the place forever. She knew that she was not 
worthy to remain longer. 

She ran swiftly to the shore and found that the waves were rough, 
and that the sky was dark and stormy. The Fears came thick and 
fast. She was filled with terror. 

Then she thought of the little plant alone on the island. It must 
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be covered with Fears! And it was all her fault, for she had dared 
to believe that the Great Gardener had made a mistake. 

Closing her eyes tightly, she jumped into the boat. It was hard 
‘. row against the waves, and something burned and burned at her 

reast. 

She opened her eyes. Everything was dark and wild, and the 
way seemed lost. But, no matter what happened, she would never 
return without that vine. Her heart ached for that lonely, withered 
plant with its dry roots crushed into that small, hard hole. In her 
anxiety for the vine, she forgot herself entirely.. She impatiently 
brushed the Fears from in front of her that she might see her way more 
clearly to the island. 

Suddenly a red light burst forth from somewhere and made a 
path straight before her, and the waves were quiet. In a remarkably 
short time she was on the island and had the drooping vine in her arms. 

Then, for the first time, she noticed something that filled her heart 
with joy. On her breast was shining the red light of courage. Per- 
haps that would make up to Mother Love for the disappointment she 
must feel when she saw the contents of the pod. For even though she 
now knew that the Great Gardener had a purpose in planting such a 
vine, yet she felt quite sure that even he himself must love it in a lesser 
degree than he loved his more favored vines. 

But she must go back at once to tell Mother Love of the terrible 
thing she had done. So, carefully guarding the vine, she returned to 
the boat. 

To her amazement, the boat seemed to glide back of its own ac- 
cord, and it was not long before the plant was safe in the place the 
Great Gardener had given it. 

And oh! how glad she was when she heard Mother Love coming, 
for she knew that she would go straight to that vine. And she did. 

Margaret’s heart ached for Mother Love as she saw her gently 
press the pod that she might look within. Then she was horrified, for 
instead of the disappointment she had looked for, Mother Love’s face 
was filled with joy as she tenderly took two little black beings into her 
arms. 

Margaret went timidly to her. ‘Don’t you see, Mother Love, 
they’re not Promies—they’re black,” she faltered. 

Then Mother Love understood. “Oh! little Promise Girl,” she 
said tenderly, “these are two of the finest Promies I have ever seen. 
You are still partly blind. You see only the outside of things. When 
you see with the eyes of Love you will see that these two little souls are 
snowy white—without a spot or blemish.” 
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“And does the Great Gardener love these two new Promies as 
much as he loves the others >” persisted the child. 

“Yes, Margaret,” answered Mother Love softly. “His children 
are all equally dear to him. And that is what so many of the Promies 
forget when they have reached the earth,” she added, sadly. 

““Mother Love, I know I shall never again forget,” cried the little 
498 softly, as she leaned over and gently kissed the two little black 

aces. 

When the two black Promies had been placed back in their pod, 
Margaret told Mother Love the whole story of what she had done. 
“‘And can you ever forgive me?” she cried, as she finished. 

; “T had forgiven you before you asked, my child,” was the gentle 

reply. 
“‘And the Great Gardener?” asked the anxious voice. 
““He forgave you: the moment you had truly repented. It was 
he who lighted your way through the storm and who bade the waves 
be still when you set out to undo the wrong you had done. See, his 
light is shining on your breast now.” 

“The red light of courage,” whispered the child happily, as she 
twisted her head that she might see it better. 

“Yes, dear. And remember to keep it burning brightly, for the 
Great Gardener is happier even than I to see it shining there.” 

“T’ll remember,” promised Margaret, softly. 

And then from out of the pods burst forth numberless Promies. 
They were clothed in misty white garments, and Margaret decided 
that she had been blind indeed, for she saw for the first time that there 
were red Promies, yellow Promies, black Promies, brown Promies, 
and white Promies. 

““Now we can go to Giftland,” they cried joyfully, when they 
saw Margaret’s red light. And two little black Promies climbed to 
her shoulders and whispered into her ears, 

“We'll tell you a secret, Margaret. Mother Love cares most of 
all for us.” And Margaret smiled as she patted the small! black hands. 


(To be continued.) 


ALL THINGS BRIGHT AND BEAUTIFUL 
All things bright and beautiful, 


All creatures great and small, 
All things wise and wonderful, 
The Lord God made them all. 


—Cecil Frances Alexander. 
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-—j~— IEVERLY came to see Peter Pan and we had some very 
“nice talks. We sat out on the stone wall in front of the 

Unity buildings, and she had some splendid ideas about a 

trip for us. She suggested a walk among the autumn 

leaves, to gather the autumn flowers. Of course, that 
=I} would be just the finest thing we could do! Beverly has 
been with us in our walks before, but she has been very quiet. You 
know, some of the quiet folks have the wisest ideas, so we shall expect 
to hear from her again some of these times. 

One evening we sat on the stone wall in front of Unity garden, 
and talked this proposed trip to the woods. We did not decide just 
where we would go, but I thought out in Kansas, just a little way, 
would be fine. I know of a little lake down among the hills, and there 
are lots of.trees, country roads, and fields, all around. It is an ideal 
place for a walk, because there are so many different things to see. 
And so we choose this place. 

First, as we go around this corner and look over the fence, we 
see a large cornfield, the leaves of which have turned yellow. 

“Peter Pan, is that what corn flakes are made of >”’ asks Joe. 

~ ““Yes; the kernels are shelled off the cob, and after they have been 
put through a certain process, they are rolled out flat and toasted.” 

““But, Peter Pan, what are those big, round, yellow things?” 

“‘Pumpkins!”” Comes from a whole chorus of voices. I think 
some one asked that question for a joke, because everybody knows 
what pumpkins are like, and the most of us like them. 

“T like pumpkin pie,” says Joe. 

“T am not surprised; but rll guess that if you had a pumpkin you 
would not make pie out of it.” 

“T guess I wouldn't, too. * d make a jack-o’-lantern out of it,” 
replied Joe. 
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Jack-o'-lanterns make us think of Halloween, but I wonder what - 
pumpkin pie makes us think of >” 

“*Thanksgiving, of course,” you all say, and you are right. 

Halloween and Thanksgiving Day are both great occasions. 

While we are walking along, talking about these times, we can 
gather some goldenrod and other autumn flowers. There is a great 
field of goldenrod over to the left. Up there, just ahead, is a clump of 
sunflowers. There are a great many sunflowers all through this section. 
You know it is the state flower of Kansas. 

Now for our autumn festival! Do you know why we have 
Thanksgiving? Of course, we all know. It is a day that was set 
aside long ago, when the people came together to give thanks for the 
crops and all the other blessings they had received during the year. 
That is a very splendid thing to do, for when we learn to be truly 
thankful one day in the year, we may learn after a while to be 
thankful for two whole days, and eventually we may learn to be 
thankful every day. 

Halloween means, Holy Evening. It isn’t a time in which to 
play jokes on our neighbors, but a season when we should be good 
fairies to somebody. You know everything that is holy has some bless- 
ing in it, and we can join in a spirit of the Holy Evening by carrying a 
blessing to some one. If we can’t do something nice in an outer way, 
we can ask God to especially bless some one who we know needs 
something. 

. This is a nice season in which to do things for people, because 
there are so many things to do with. It seems that nature has lavished 
upon us so many things that it is easy to pass. them on. 

But now you all have your flowers, so let’s see what we can find 
out about them. Goldenrod of all sizes, and what a golden harvest it 
is! In fact, nearly the whole of nature seems to turn to gold in the 
autumn. Somehow, it seems quite like all the things that we do when 
we trust the Great Power that nature trusts. When we truly trust God, 
everything that we do results in a golden climax. Gold seems to be 
the color of fulfillment, and is the crowning element of our success. 

“But, Joe, you did not get goldenrod. What is that you have>” 

“Sunflowers!” 

“Fine! Avren’t they big and wide-awake looking? Wonder 
what makes them so wide-awake and happy looking? You don’t 
know? Well, I can tell you. If you will. watch the sunflowers, you 
will notice that they keep their faces toward the sun all the time. In 
the morning when the sun comes up, they are looking east, and in the 
evening when the sun goes down, they are looking west. 

““We can learn a good lesson from the sunflower. No matter 
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what happens, we should look for the bright side. If we do this, we 
can always be happy and wide-awake. Then we can make others 
happy and every day will be a Thanksgiving Day and a Holy Day, 
ie God is always in the joy, the happiness, and the good of 
ife 

Thanks, Beverly, for your help. Come and see us again some 
day, and suggest another story. The autumn flowers have helped us 
so muc 

But these are only a few of the many wonderful things to be 
found in autumn. How many can you find? 


THE GOOD AND THE BAD FAIRY 
MABLE WINTERS 


One morning, quite early, Betty awoke and to her surprise saw 
two little fairies seated at the foot of her bed. One little fairy was 
very pretty, but plainly dressed, and on her crown was the word 
Good, because this fairy stood for everything that was good. 

The other fairy was not like the first. She was dressed in clothes 
that to Betty seemed finer. She also wore a crown, but the word Bad 
was printed upon it, although Betty did not see it. 

As soon as Betty had looked at both fairies for a while they both 
began to talk. Good Fairy told Betty to get up, but Bad Fairy told 
her to sleep. Finally Betty began to listen quite attentively to Bad 
Fairy, who said, “Why don’t you go to sleep again, even if your 
mother told you to get up early. I’m sure I would.” 

“T think I will,” said Betty, “for I’m so tired.” 

Afterward when her mother finally made her get up she said, 
““Now Betty, don’t go into the parlor for I’m cleaning, and you might 
break something.” 

Betty was very curious to see what it was her mother was doing. 
She didn’t know whether to go or not, but she heard a little voice whis- 
pering, “Go on and do it. You will not hurt anything.” So she 
started. As she opened the door a beautiful picture, which had been 
leaning against the door, fell and broke into a thousand pieces. 

“Oh! what shall I do!” cried Betty. 

“Run away; nobody will know that you did it,” said the small 
voice. 

“No,” said Good Fairy, “don’t do that, go and tell your mother 
and say you are sorry.” And that is what Betty did. 

Her mother forgave her, and since then Betty would have noth- 
ing to do with Bad Fairy, but she always looks to Good Fairy for help. 
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THE LITTLE GRAY HOUSE AT THE END OF THE LANE 


[The letter which follows was written by Mrs. Pettinger in reply to a 
pleading note from little Edgar and his sister, asking her to tell them more about 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.”’] 


My Dear Edgar—Wee Wisdom tells me that you were disap- 
pointed in not finding another chapter to “The Little Gray House at 
the End of the Lane,” and I’m very sorry! 

I really thought I had finished my part of the story, and that your 
imagination would do the rest. I thought that you would see for your- 
self all of those winter evenings around the fireplace with the big basket 
full of nuts to crack, and Miss Fay telling stories to the children, while 
they popped corn and roasted apples on the hearth! There the boys 
planned about their bees and the money they would make from the sale 
of the honey. They could scarcely wait for spring to come, when the 
swarms of bees would get to work. 

’ And, Edgar, can’t you imagine how Pat and Mary would spend 
their days in ““The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane” while 
their parents were away? Miss Fay would help them every evening 
with their arithmetic and spelling, and in the morning they would go to 
school wearing fresh gingham dresses and carrying a big red apple in 
each apron pocket. Often they would stop at Old Mrs. John’s home, 
and she'd give them little spice cakes for recess. 

Old John made them a sled and painted it red, and, as he was the 
school janitor and went to the building and returned home when they 
did, he would give them rides every day when there was snow. As 
the “Little Gray House at the End of the Lane” is in Oregon, near 
the great Pacific Ocean, of course there was seldom any snow. Us- 
ually it was delightfully warm, and the two girls and Old John splashed 
through the mud in long rubber coats, or lingered in the sunshine be- 
neath balmy skies. 

_ And can’t you picture, Edgar, what fun they all had Friday 
evenings and all day Saturdays, when there were no lessons to learn? 
Every Friday evening Miss Fay took the ‘girls and the boys (with 
Party tagging along behind) for a long tramp through the woods. 
They found winter birds, and squirrels, and rocks, and vines, and 
_ strange mosses, and tiny plants, and Miss Fay told them stories about 
everything they saw, until each one in the club was alive with iftterest 
and collected specimens for the school exhibit. Saturdays were spent 
in Miss Fay’s woodshed with hammers and saws, boards and nails. 

But best of all-the good times were those of Sunday. Then all 
the members of the club, dressed in their best clothes, went to “The 
Little Gray House at the End of the Lane,” and there, at their invi- 
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tation, their friends joined them. The big soldier brother was always 
home for that day, and he and Miss Fay sang beautiful songs, accom- 
panying themselves on the piano. The children sometimes joined in 
the singing, but oftener just sat and listened. Old Mrs. John often 
dried her eyes, though why this kindly, jolly, happy old lady should 
shed tears, the children could never understand. There were gathered 
there, too, older men and women, who having come once, always re- 
turned for these Sunday occasions. Then there were the young men 
and girls who came to be amused and. entertained, but who soon asked 
Miss Fay and the big soldier brother to give them something to do that 
they might help, too. 

After the songs, the big soldier brother read to the group out of 
a little magazine called Unity. At first no one seemed to quite under- 
stand its message, because it was so unlike anything the members had 
been accustomed to read.. But little by little, Sunday after Sunday, 
they began to realize the truth of the statements in the book, and 
eagerly, oh! so eagerly, they asked questions concerning its teachings. 
Sometimes neither Miss Fay nor the big soldier brother could answer 
the questions at once, but would say, “Let us take the thought with us 
into the silence, until its meaning is made clear to us,” and somehow 
the right answer always came to them. 

After big brother finished reading, they all would keep oh! so 
very quiet for a long time, after which Miss Fay would play very 
softly on the piano, and then every one would look up with a face full 
of gladness, and a “comfy” feeling in the heart. 

But why should I tell all this to you, Edgar, when you can so 
easily imagine it for yourself? You surely know that when the winter 
was over and June came back with its roses, when the mountains were 
covered with garlands of blossoms, white and scarlet and yellow, that 
something delightful was sure to happen! _ No, it wasn’t just the clos- 
ing of school for vacation, though, to be sure, that was a delightful 
change, and especially for the boys. No, it wasn’t because Pat and 
Mary’s parents came home, bringing all kinds of lovely presents, 
though that, too, was a most joyous event, and especially for the girls. 
Use your imagination, Edgar, and guess again. 

Well, I see I'll have to tell you! It happened one Sunday, the 
first Sunday in June, when the garden around “The Little Gray House 
at the End of the Lane” was a riot of blossoms, when the hum of the 
bees sounded among all the orchard trees, and when the twittering, 
and calling, and piping of mating birds filled the air with music. All 
the people who had gathered on Sundays during the winter at the little 
gray house to sing, and to read, and to ask questions and to keep the 
silence, were grouped under the big maple tree—the very same tree 
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where Pat was playing with paper dolls when Fay first discovered her. 
The fence had been taken away, and the friends stood or sat on the 
grass in the shade of the leafy boughs. 

Fay, dressed in white, was lovely, and smiled and nodded to the 
guests, but the big soldier brother was so serious that Lore whispered 
to Bill, “‘Gee, looks as if he’s scared!”” At which Bill whispered 
— “Aw! scared, your grandmother! Ain’t nothin’ to be scared 
*bout!”’ 

The big soldier brother had gone “over the top” when he was 
overseas, and had laughed as he faced the enemy, but he was scared 
now, and at nothing more dangerous than a man whe stood facing him 
witha little black book in his hands, instead of a gun. Miss Fay was 
standing beside big brother, and she was happy and smiling, and pink 
roses came and went in her cheeks as she gave her answers, “I will,” 
and “I do,” in sweet, clear, ringing tones, to the questions asked by the 
man holding the black book. But the voice of the big soldier brother 
was so low and so gruff that no one heard (and no one cared if they 
didn’t) what he said. 

Now, Edgar, can’t you guess what happened? Why, of course, 
““They were married and lived happily ever afterwards.” From time 
to time I am going to tell you Wees in Wee Wisdom some of the things 
that they did to make and keep themselves “‘Happy ever afterwards.” 

And now I'll tell you just one more thing before I close my let- 
ter: Pat was the last of the guests to depart after that June wedding, 
leaving Miss Fay and the big soldier brother standing together on the 
porch of “The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.” As Pat 
kissed Fay good-by she placed in her hand a flower, saying, “Fay, this 
is my wedding gift to you and my big soldier brother.” Then away 
she ran, out of the gate and down the lane. Fay held the bit of God’s 
real purple velvet lovingly to her lips. 

““What is it, sweetheart?” asked the big soldier brother—happy 
husband. 

- “A purple heartsease, the best of all my wedding presents!” 

Fay waved her hand to Pat in the distance, then turned with 
smiling eyes to her new life within ““The Little Gray House at the End 
of the Lane.” 

And now, my dear Edgar, do cultivate your imagination. It 
will tell you better stories than I can write! 


My love to you, and all the little Wees, 
ELIZABETH E.. PETTINGER. 
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IHEN our fathers promise to take us on a delightful trip, we 
know that they will do just what they say, and we begin to 
$i make preparations for the holiday. 

Rs When our mothers tell us that they will let us do a 
piece of work that we should be so glad to do (perhaps 
} run the sewing machine or practice on the typewriter for 
the first time) , we begin to think of how well we shall do it, and we are 
very happy to know that we are going to be valuable in our homes. 

We know that the promises are true, so we do not tease or beg or 
doubt., We get ready to do our part, and then the good thing for 
which we have made ready, really takes place. We go on the happy 
outing, and our fathers are as glad over it as we are. Or we sew 
some for our mothers, or get out our first letter on the typewriter, and 
feel very grown up and helpful, and very, very proud of the praise 
that our mothers give us for our good work. 

Faith is belief that a promise is true. When we say that we have 
faith, we mean that we expect to receive the fulfillment of a promise 
that some one has made. 

God is our heavenly Father-Mother. He has promised to give 
us whatever we ask of him. Because we believe this promise, we have 
faith in God. 

So when we ask Him for health, we know that He will heal us. 
When we ask for knowing, or love, or any good thing, it is the same. 
God gives us just what we believe he will give us. 

But here is something for us to think about and to make us tingle 
with joy: God has a great, oh! many a great and wonderful gift for 
us, of which we have not heard. No one has as yet found out all 
there is to God’s love and power, so no one has as yet been able to 
speak of all that he means to give us. But through faith in him as the 
ever-present beauty and sweetness and purity within, he will give us 
more and more of himself in these now unknown ways. 

We all want to find out more about God, because he is all the 
beauty and sweetness and purity that there is or can be. 

First, we are going to trust Him always to give us the good of 
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which we now’know: More life, more health, more knowing, more 
love, more of everything which will make us useful in this world. 
Then we are going to have faith in Him for the new blessings, the good 
of which we now do not know. And He will give us all that we ask, 
all that we believe. We will think about these things and say: 

I know that God gives me everything that I ask of him. 

We will help others to have faith by. remembering for them:. 

You know that God gives you everything that. you ask of him. 

QUESTIONS ON FAITH _ - . 

What do we mean by faith?. 

What has God promised us? 

Do we know all the good that God has fot w? 

Name some of the blessings of God which we now know. 

How can we receive new blessings from God? — 


SINGING 
Of speckled eggs the birdie sings 


And nests. among. the trees; 


The sailor sings of ropes. and things 


In ships upon the seas. 


The children sing in far Japan, — 

The children sing in Spain; 
The organ with the organ man 

Is singing in the rain. 
—Robert Lois Stevenson. 


WEE WISDOM'S WORK 
AuNT RUTH 
Little Jeff received a year’s subscription to Wee Wisdom from a 
friend, and he loves the pictures and stories. His mother gladly reads 
it to him, and tells him of the everywhere present Spirit, which is God, 
the Creator. Jeff’s father is an atheist, who worships God uncon- 
sciously, in fields and flowers. 
“Papa, what makes cucumbers grow?” asked Jeff, as they wat- 
ered the plants. 
“T make them grow by watering them,” his papa replied. 
Jeff told his mother, who said, “Watering makes them grow 
faster, Son, but Papa couldn’t put the ‘grow’ into the seeds.” 
“No, of course Papa couldn’t do that. There is a God, only 
Papa doesn’t know it. But I know it, and I know that God gives the 
seed the ‘grow.’ ” 
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__ My cousin Cal is my best pal; 
He lives in the city down by the Bay, 
And ev'ry year he comes out here 

To visit with me on Thanksgiving Day. 
After supper we go upstairs 

(Cal comes on Wednesday night), 
And then when we have said our prayers, 

We have a pillow fight. 
And Mother calls, “Jimmy, go to sleep!" 

Aunt Donna calls, “Calvin, not one cheep!” 
Then we get still, till from the hill 

The sunbeams through the window peep. 
Then I nudge Cal, and say, “Get out!” 
And he says, “Do it yourself, old scout!” 

So up I jump and carry the clothes 

Clean o my pal, from head to toes. 
That gets him out, and round we run 
Scuffling, wrestling, and having fun. F 
Father calls, “See here, my boys, not so much noise!" 
And Mother says, “O Father, that’s their play!” 
Aunt Donna says, “O Brother, that's their way!" 
Then Father laughs and says, “O. K.! I can 
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Stand it, I guess, for this one day!” 


Last year we asked them if we could 
Go for a short hunt in the wood. 
Of course they let us. We took Tip, 
My terrier dog, on our hunting trip. 
The very first game that we found 
Was a squirrel scratching in the ground. 
And when. he dug his acorn free 
He took it up a basswood tree, 
And ate it there before us three. 


In Cal's right hand I saw a stick 
That I took hold of pretty quick. . 
“Don't throw!" I said; Cal jerked his head, 
_ And whispering back, this was what-he said, 
“Huh! not all your big, old, spread-out farm 
Could hire me to do that squirrel harm!” 
And Tip kept still; just smiled at us, 
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“Don't worry, I'll not make a fuss!” 


We threw the squirrel the pecan nuts 
That Cal had brought from the store, 
And the way he hurried to pick them up 
Made us wish that we had more. 
Then off Tip ran to chase a crow 
That over the bushes was flying low; 
The squirrel hid behind a limb 
And Cal said, “Let's be going, Jim.” 


We came to a pond where two wild ducks played 
By a fringe of ice in the morning shade. 

The bank where Cal stood began to crack,— 

I saw it give, and I yelled, “Get back!" 


Then the dirt broke loose, and down Cal dropped. 
He went to the bottom before he stopped. 


Cal could not swim, so to help him 
I jumped in where he had gone down. 
I would not stand on the safe, dry land, 
And let my good pal drown. 
I brought him up to the roots of a tree 
That were ladder enough for Cal and me. 
“Are you hurt?” I asked. “No, not me! But shucks! 
Doggone it, Jim, I scared the ducks!" 


His teeth were clicking, his lips were blue, 
I said, “Skip! That little dip has wet you through and © 
through!” 
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Cal —— at me, and said, “I see that you are some wet, 
too 
I tell you, Cal's a real fellow; 
He may be green to country ways, 
But he’s not the least bit yellow. 


Then I tagged Cal and ran for home, 
And Cal ran after me. 
And when we reached the kitchen door, 
As warm as we could be, 
That Tip—who had left us the crow to chase— 
Came out with a grin upon his face! 
Mother and Aunt Donna broke into tears, 
They cried, “Are you hurt, you precious dears?” 
I said, “Not me!” and Cal said, “Shucks! 
But I'm mighty sorry I scared the ducks!" 


WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth 

meg, three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 

no evil. 
Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 

of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the Seah of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


Dear Boosters: 

Yesterday I was out in the country. As we drove along the road we 
passed through groves of maple and oak trees that Jack Frost had touched 
with his magic paint brush. There were deep reds and blazes. of yellows 
and browns; and here and there the sun would break through the woods 
and light the yellow leaves until they seemed to be on fire. We gathered 
walnuts and hulled them. Did you ever gather walnuts? My, how they 
stain the hands if one doesn’t use care! I wore gloves, and Peter Pan 
thought of the cleverest plan to hull them. He bored a hole in a thick 
plank and then spanked them through the hole with a club. I don’t sup- 
pose it hurts the nuts to be spanked, and it certainly does take the hulls off. 
Lowell brought home a bushel of nice fat walnuts and stored them in the 
garage to dry, and when he went out a few days later the squirrels had 
taken them all off and buried them. 

Last week the Rotary Club took a bunch of boys from the Boys’ Hotel 
to the woods. These boys have no papas or mammas; they have to earn 
their own way in the world. Well, we took them out into the woods near 
the Unity Farm, and cooked dinner, and gathered nuts, and climbed over 
the hills, and waded in the creek and had a wonderful time. 

I wish that every Booster in the whole world could go out with me 
and walk over the hills. We could have such a splendid time. No one 
would say, “Don’t,” to us, for we would know what is right to do, and 
would not have to be “don’ted.” 
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The Boosters had a great Halloween party here at Unity. There 
were pumpkins from the farm, and the room was all decorated with corn 
stalks. We had ghosts and witches. Everybody was dressed tacky. We 
dived for apples and drank cider and ate doughnuts and popcorn and 
gingerbread, and we played games. 

Imelda has asked me to tell you to please let her know when you 
send in a poem whether you wrote it or copied it. We like to tell people 
who it is who writes the things which are printed in Wee Wisdom. 

Did you know that we now have over 15,000 Boosters. Isn’t that a 
lot of Wee Wisdoms? Just think! That is enough Wees to make a 
parade clear across the street and over a mile long. That is a lot.of Wee 
Wisdoms, but they are scattered all over the world, and we can’t have the 
parade, really, because they can’t all get together at once. 

This is Thanksgiving month. We should all remember on Thanks- 
giving Day that we should count God’s blessings one by one, and give 
thanks for them. It is by giving thanks that we are able to enjoy our good 
things, and when we do this, God will give us more. Isn’t God good to us 
all? He gives us life and sunshine and health and all the beautiful things 
he can make, and we have them just for the asking. 

With lots of love for every Booster in the whole world. 

Your fellow Booster, 
RoyaL. 


Elsie Ruth Helene Lee, of 3 Minami Cho. 7 Chome, Aoyama, Tokyo, 
Japan, care of C. F. Stephens, was simply swamped with appreciative let- 
ters from the Wees after her own letter was published in the August number 
of Wee Wisdom. Elsie only stated about herself that she had always lived 
in Australia. This was not enough for the Wees to know about a girl who 
could write such an interesting letter, and at once they all began to ask her 
questions. So Elsie wrote us that she would only have time to answer all 
those notes through Wee Wisdom. She states that her mother and herself 
make up the sum total of their family. She always lived: in Australia 
until she went to Japan. She lives now on the top of a high hill. In front 
is the sea, in the back a beautiful bay, and on one side a great forest. 
There, one day, she discovered a shrine. One hundred and fifty steps lead 
up to the small building. Hanging outside of the sanctuary is a gong. 
When the Japanese go there to pray they sound the instrument, clap their 
hands three times, and bow, in order that they may attract the attention of 
their dead ancestors, who they believe will come and listen to their prayers. 
This is the old form of Japanese worship, Buddhism being a later belief. 
The house in which Elsie lives has paper sliding doors instead of inside 
walls, and the outside walls, also, can mostly be slid together so that during 
the daytime the house is like an open porch. Elsie always has two books 
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on hand to read—one fiction and the other one on some instructive subject. 
She reads about three books a week. She tells of the schools in Japan and 
how the trains are crowded between four and five with the scholars going 
home. The girls wear long, plaited kimonos over their brown skirts, and 
their heads are uncovered, showing their long, beautiful black hair. 

The boys wear gray suits of foreign cut, and little caps, the style of 
an American porter’s. Elsie wrote out for the Wees how the fisher folks 
of Japan happened to accept the Christian teaching. The sketch is en- 
titled “How Thirteen Souls Were Saved.” It will appear in Our Young 
Author’s Department. 


Susan Simmons, of Dudley, N. C., R. 1, Box 5, has her first copy of 
Wee Wisdom, and after especially mentioning most of the stories says, “I 
like them all, I guess.” 

Mary Chandler, of Waynesboro, Ga., who has taken Wee Wisdom 
for nearly two years, writes, “I like you better every month that you come. 
I like you better than any other magazine.” 

Mildred George, of Los Angeles, Calif., 2117 Ellendale Pl., sent a 
story about “Pearlie’s Thoughtfulness,” in which right thinking triumphs 
over wrong thought. 

Wilbur Gray, of Elkhart, Ind., is best pleased with the Peter Pan 
stories and Booster letters. 

-Mrs. H. G. Ryman, of Halsey, Nebr., states that she has found so 
much pleasure and gained so much benefit from reading Unity literature, 
she wants to pass on the blessings. So she sent the expenses of a Wee Wis- 
dom, that the magazine might go as a gift to one of her friends. 

David Witherspoon, of Brunswick, Ga., 1419 Ellis St., writes that he 
enjoys Wee Wisdom each month, is getting along finely and hopes all the 
other Boosters are, too. 

Betty Bennett, of Lindsay, Calif., waits joyously for each month to 
come because every new one brings her a Wee Wisdom. Betty wrote her 
letter in bed, but she said she knew that God would heal her. 

Georgia Everheart, of Reynoldsburg, Ohio, tells Wee Wisdom, “You 
are wonderful. I love you very much, and I know that the rest of the 
Boosters love you.” 

Ella Clark, of Edwardsville, Ill., says she can hardly wait from month 
to month for Wee Wisdom to arrive at her country home. Ella believes 
in Divine Science, as her mother was healed through belief in God. 


--Mae E. Barnes, of El Paso, Texas, 506 N. Stanton St., sent Wee 
Wisdom to Mrs. Jennie E. Murdock of Okeene, Okla. Mrs. Murdock’s 
little girls became so enthusiastic over the magazine and the Boosters that 


they organized'‘a Wee: Wisdom class in Okeene. 
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Lona Chamberlin writes: ‘Wee Wisdom is the greatest magazine 
ever for children, and I am going to send it all I can, whenever I can. God 
bless you and your beautiful work.” 

Charlotte Silman, of Merced, Calif., 113 21st St., in renewing her 
ee speaks especially of enjoying the Puzzle Page and the Magic 

ows. 

Leonard Eickhoff, of Spencerville, Calif., states that he likes “The 
Little Gray House at the End of the Lane” and “Peter Pan” the best of 
the stories. It was his first letter to the Wees. 

Beatrice Harms, of Galt, Calif., writes: “I like to read you very 
much. I especially like the Puzzle Page and Bible Lessons. I do not 
know what I should do without you. I always am glad when you come.” 

Lavern Moore, of Palo Alto, Calif., 566 Hawthorne Ave., is planning 
a Booster Club for his home town. He is working for a Peter Pan cap. 
He also wrote a story for the Wees, but lack of space prevents its being 
published. 

Augusta —— has changed her address to Sayville, Long Island, 
N. Y., Box 642. Augusta says she expects to be promoted in school soon. 
She sends love to all the Wees and Boosters. 

Clara Scott, of Oakland, Calif., 966 Arlington St., wants the Wees 
and Boosters to help her by their affirmations. She formed a club, but 
the members did not seem to keep up their interest. She also wants help in 
her studies. Clara says she is in a good home for the first time. She has 
had a hard struggle, so all you Boosters want to get busy and think the 
right kinds of thoughts for her along all lines. 

Doris Dubuque, of Snohonish, Wash., R. F. D. 2, Box 100, enjoys 
the Puzzle Page and the Booster letters best. She wants to hear from 
some of the Wees. 

Dorothy G. Thomas, of Wilkinsburg, Pa., 736 Wallace Ave., says 
she is glad that her “gramsy” has sent another dollar for Wee Wisdom, so 
she, Dorothy, will have it for another year. Dorothy reads every story in 
the magazine, and writes, “It is surely a pleasure to me to read it and learn 
about everything.” 

Francis Benson, of Denver, Colo., 715 Santa Fe Drive, writes thus to 
Wee Wisdom: “I have taken you for two years. I like your stories, your 
verses, your poems, your puzzles. Really, I like all of you. We have a 
Unity Sunday School at our house. We also have a Unity Sunshine Good 
Words Club in which there are nineteen members. I like Unity because it 
has done something that no doctors or medicine could have done for me.” 
Francis and his brother Richard are Boosters and have sent for pins. 

Ann Sanborn Smith, of Ossining, N. Y., thinks she is “out of luck” 
and wants the Boosters to help her. Time to get busy, Boosters. 
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Mary Moulton, of Waukegan, Ill., 125 Poplar St., asks the Boosters 
to pray for her mother’s eyes. Mary, the money for your pin may be sent in 
any of the ways that you suggested. You may wear ribbons of the Booster 
Club’s colors, or have banners of these shades in your room. You purchase 
whatever you desire for your decorations in your own city. 

Mrs. H. Fink, Jr., Niland, Imperial Valley, Calif., Box 103, espe- 
cially is comforted and helped by Wee Wisdom, because she is at present 
confined to her bed. She states the Booster Club is a great help to her. 

Bertha Wood, of Lyndhurst, N. J., 285 Lyndhurst Ave., saved her 
coins until she had enough to pay for Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses to 
her cousin, Edith Morris, 786 Tontine Ave., Lyndhurst, N. J. Bertha 
also plans to save enough money for four other subscriptions, that’ she may 
secure a Peter Pan cap. She especially wants the Wees to write her healing 
letters. 

Madelyn Scott, of Martins Ferry, Ohio, 905 Zane Street, is taking 
Wee Wisdom for the fifth year, and rejoices when she comes home and 
finds the new magazine on the table. 

P. S. Peterson, of Duluth, Minn., 510 E. 4th St., is giving Wee 
Wisdom for a year to a little friend. He also asks prayers that the little 
friend may know he can stand up straight on his perfect legs. 

Robert Hall, of Waterloo, Iowa, 117 Elston Ave., saved his pennies 
to pay for Wee Wisdom, and his mother writes, “It has given the boy an 
understanding he never could have gotten in any other way. I know I 
have been helped, too.” 

Louise Van Antwerp, of Miami, Fla., in renewing her subscription, 
writes her first letter for Wee Wisdom and says, “I like you very much and 
am always eager for you to come.” 

Harvey McCollum, Jr., of Newport, Ark., Box 235, says, “I can 
hardly wait for Wee Wisdom to come. I read it and then my father reads 
it. My father takes Weekly Unity and Monthly Unity.” 

John Fulton, Jr., 11 Stanley Place, Yonkers, N. Y., had his daddy 
write for him that he might have a Booster pin. 

Mary Elizabeth Morgan, and her little brother, of Little Rock, Ark., 
805 Byrd St., saved nickles and dimes that they otherwise would have spent 
for ice cream cones, in order that they might send Wee Wisdom to a little 
friend in California. Both the brother and sister wish to be Boosters. 

Arta Foredyce, of Asotia, Wash., Box 70, expresses regret that she 
did not have Wee Wisdom before. She likes all the stories, especially 
“The Promise Girl.” 

Helen Marie Reyer, of Matehuala, Mex., Minas Dolores, S. L. P., 
tells Wee Wisdom, “you are the nicest book I know of, and I just love you.” 
Helen sends for two Booster pins, one for herself and one for her brother, 
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and subscribes for her cousin, Mary Jane Reyer, of 626 Marion St., 
Denver, Colo. 

Hazel Kuno, of 234 Central Park West, New York City, asks the 
price of a Booster pin. This information is given at the head of the Booster 
Department. Hazel and her sister have read Wee Wisdom for three years. 
Hazel wrote the following very good poem for the Wees. The title is 


THE UsE oF FLOWERS 
God placed the little flowers here 
To send us thoughts of love and cheer, 
To send us happiness and luck, 
’ To send us lots of love and pluck. 


But best of all—’tis a thought of God’s— 
It sends us all things good by nods, 

So let us try to be like flowers 

And let our good reach highest towers. 


Joy, Colin, Harry, and Paul Plumstead, of Murono Ranch, Untali, 
S. Rhodesia, S. Africa, care of Mrs. C. W. Ble write Wee Wisdom: 
““‘We are so glad you are going to visit us another year. We like you very 
much. Colin sends you some drawings he made for you. We all love 
your pillow verses. Colin drew his picture, first in pencil and then in ink. 
It is quite his own idea and no one helped him.” 

Ruth Berge, of Marion, Mich., sent a little verse entitled “Sunlight” 
for the Wees. It is as follows: 

Day after day the sun climbs high, 
And it shines the brightest for those who will try. 

Ruth likes the story of ““The Promise Girl,” and the letters from the children. 

Kehroh Hopkins, of Los Angeles, Calif., 1868 North Vermont Ave., 
writes that she likes best of all the Boosters’ letters. Her letter says, “Don’t 
Peter Pan make you want to go with him? Please help me in my school 
work. God bless you and keep you in love and truth.” A story sent with 
the letter tells of a very bad girl, whom no one liked until a good little girl 
prayed for her and played with her until the naughty child became loving, 
too. 

Addie Hill, of El Paso, Texas, 1225 Wyoming St., who is in the 
High School, is going to try to form a Booster club among her girl friends. 

Emma Vanoni, of Lower Lake, Calif., boosts by hunting out the 
lonely, poor or shut-ins and writing them cheery letters. She will give a list 
of such persons to any other Boosters who also would enjoy radiating hap- 
piness in that way. She asks that the Wees write to Marion Bailey, 26 E. 
Dover St., Waterbury, Conn., who is unable to walk. Emma has sent in 
the names of four new subscribers. She asks that the Club members pray 
for her father, who has rheumatism. 
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Verna Goebel would like to correspond with girls thirteen to fifteen 
years of age, members of the Good Words Club. Address, Verna Goebel, 
2107-A John Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri. 

Josephine Frank, who makes her home with her grandma, wants her 
Booster friends to write to her. Her address is Harrison, Ohio, R. F. D. 
No. 5. She writes “I like Wee Wisdom very much, and the Boosters, too.” 

Lucella Weaver, of Somerton, Ariz., has caught the true spirit which 
Wee Wisdom hopes to bring out through the letters. Lucella tells of a 
demonstration. In part her letter states: “Dear Wee Wisdom—I received 
you yesterday, and I have read you through already, but I always read 
you more than once. I want to tell all the Wees something. One morn- 
ing I awoke with an awful sore throat, but I told God that I knew I ought 
not to have a sore throat, and that it would not be sore any longer. By 
breakfast time my throat was well. Now wasn’t that good? It certainly 
is wonderful what God-can do.” 

Martha L. Johnson, of Roslindale, Mass., 26 Metcalf St., wrote the 
following poem for the Wees about ““The Robin”: 


How sweet he looks as he sits on a limb 
Singing to cheer others hearts. 
It is like a sweet hymn. 


Every few minutes he stops, then starts again - 
To sing, Cheer up! Cheer up! Cheer up! 


If you are sad and gloomy today, 

And are tired and don’t want to play, 

Look out of your window, where Robin so bright 

Is singing so lovely it makes you feel right, 

For he calls to make you feel gay, Cheer up! Cheer up! Cheer up! 


Gunhild Jernberg, of Bayou Labatre, Ala., wrote a story for Wee 
Wisdom, sent us a postal card, and wrote us a letter this month. In the 
letter she says, “I can’t wait till Wee Wisdom comes. Say, please help me 
with my lessons in school. I give all my Wee Wisdoms to the Sunday 
School, and the children think they are nice. I am twelve years old and I 
keep house all alone for my. papa. I sew, and mend and do everything 
that goes with keeping house. Love and health to the Wees.” 


NEW BOOSTERS 

The following children have asked that some of their Club associates 
write to them. Other items in the letters are as follows: 

Ruth Lengnick, of Stuttgart, Olga Strasse 99, Germany, gave a 

most interesting account of a camp where the children of Germany were 

sent during the war. Because of the scarcity of food the little folks be- 
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came puny, so the physicians sent 3000 at a time off into the hill district 
where they were well nourished and romped out of doors. In four weeks 
they returned home well and happy, and others went to the country camp 
to take their places. 

Anna Forsythe, of Grey Cliff, Mont., states that she feels much better 
when she reads Wee Wisdom. 

Nancy Stack of Alexandria, La., wrote, “y want to tell you aes much 
I like Wee Wisdom,” and asked that we all pray for health for her aunt 
in Arizona. 
‘ts Donald and Mary M. Weatherup, of Ludlow, Mass., are wearing 
Pp}. Booster pins and would like to hear from Boosters in Springfield or Ludlow, 
Mass. 

Margaret Patching, of Ketchikan, Alaska, Box 36, is saving money 
for a Booster pin, and promises to send us a story. 

Charles Edward Tarwater, of Yonkers, N. Y., 211 Warburton Ave., 

sent for a Booster on 


TO A COWSLIP 
LUELLA CRowLEY (Age 13) 


Oh! pretty little cowslip, 
With your heart of gold! 

Reminder of lovely things, 
What joy your petals hold! 


Joy of life and sunshine, 

Joy of God’s true love, 
Joy of the bounteous blessings 
. That are showered from above. 


Oh! quiet little wild flower, 
That grows by the stream, 

Drinking dew and sunshine, 
Living like a happy dream. 


Thankful for the song of birds 
That sing among the trees, 

Thankful for the butterflies, 
And thankful for the breeze. 


Oh! lovely little flower, 
That sips the morning dew, 
How I wish that I might live 


A life as pure, as true! 


FAIRIES 
Ny BEATRICE“ STEVENS -INBODEN 


Ny mind is a Rouse of fairies 
3 €nd new ones call each day, 
pha But I've a ‘strict doorkeeper, 
nd some he drives 


These fairies are my thoudhts, you know, 
Most of them sweet and ‘rue, 
fis thoughts of love and happiness, 
€nd thoughts of pleniq foo. 


For fairies such as these, of course, 
The waichman has a smile; 

_ “Why do come in!” he cries to them 
(4 “And sfaq a long, long, while.” 
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The watchman sfernly calls, “Go‘way 


find come back never more.” 


Our thoughts are fairy messengers, 
€nd each will fly awag. 

As soon as it deis strong enoudh, 
(Which maq be ang dax.) 


Flq right out in the dreat, wide world, s/ 


To find a gift for me. 
Good fairies bring such lovely gifts, 
Of love and harmony. 


But bad ones find such awful diffs, 
Like poverty and fear, 

And sicknoss,- so of course qou see 
We couldnt let fhem near. 


So keep a waichmanin your mind, 

§-waiching, and daq, 

Let all the good thought fairies in 
But send the bad away. 


But when the bad thoughts tiptoe up, 
A-knocking at the door, 
y 
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THE UN-GRUMPY MAN 
BLANCHE E. WADE 
One day I met a grumpy man; 
Quite cross, he looked to me. 
His face was so scowled up, it seemed 
More scowled it could not be. 


But when he’d come up closer, 
Then I found to my surprise, 

The grumpy man, with face scowled up 
Had very twinkling eyes. 


And as we passed each other, why! 
A tune most bright and gay 
That grumpy man was singing 
In a pleasant humming way. 


He could not help his grumpy looks, 
I soon could plainly see; 

I had to say, “Good morning,” 
For he said it first to me. 


If you think you meet a grumpy man, 
Just believe you may be wrong, 
And then look out for twinkling eyes, 

And hark for humming song! 


ONE LITTLE GRAIN OF CORN 

KATHERINE Morcan (Age 13) 
Once there was a little grain of corn. One day it fell from a sack 
of chicken feed into the soft warm earth, where it took root. When 
fall came it was a large stalk and had two large ears on it. Then a 
man went by and picked the ears, and the next spring he planted all 
the kernels. When the kernels had grown up, and each had grown 
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two ears, there were hundreds of ears of corn, which had all come 
from one little grain. Kind deeds are the same. One kind deed 
breeds many. 


BAB TRUSTS TO GOD 
IonA G. BRoDBECK (Age 14) 


_The seventh of September dawned bright and clear—the first day 
00 

Jimmie Clark had just turned over on his side to take ‘siles nap, 
when he heard his mother’s voice calling, ‘ ‘Jimmie, come on now, and 
getup! You don’t want to be late the first morning at school.” 

“All right, I'll be down in a minute,” Jimmie answered. 

He really intended to get up, but somehow or other he fell asleep 
again. Soon he felt some one shaking him. It was his twin sister, Bab. 

“Oh! Jimmie, do get up now. It's getting late, and I don’t want 
to go to school alone, or be late either.” 

“And I don’t want to go at all, so there!” said Jimmie, grouchily. 
But, nevertheless, he started slowly to dress himself, and Bab left the 
room. 

At breakfast Jimmie grumbled through the whole meal. “I 
don’t see why I ‘hav’ta’ go to school, any more, anyway. I’m ten 
years. 

“Why, you’re not old; you’re young, Clark,” interrupted 
his twin. “And I’m in the ‘axth grade, and I know everything,” con- 
tinued Jimmie. 

“Well, I don’t know enough to suit me. I can learn loads and 
loads more,” answered Bab. 

“That's right,” smiled Mother Clark at her daughter. 

At last the twins were off for school. On the way Bab was 
strangely quiet, which puzzled Jimmie, for Bab was usually talkative. 
Now, I wonder if any one of you can guess what the reason was. 


~ Bab loved her brother so much that it troubled her to see him so | 


grouchy, and she did not like for him to hate school the way he did. 
So Bab was silently asking God to find a way to make Jimmie like 
school, for she knew he would not learn anything while he felt that 
way about it. 

Soon other children came out of their homes and joined the 
twins, who were friendly with every one. One of Jimmie’s friends was 
the son of the President of the Board of Education. “O! say!” he 
said to Jimmie, “We are going to have a new teacher, and she told 
Dad that at the end of the term she is going to give a prize for the 
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- highest average, and I'll just bet that you'll get it, Jimmie Clark, for 
you are smart.” 
This praise brightened Jimmie, and when Tom said, “Gosh, but 
aren’t you glad to get back to school >” 
Jimmie answered, “I sure am.” 


Then Bab knew that her prayer had been answered. 


NIGHTTIME SONGS 


THE BANQUET 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


“Come, feast,” said the Squirrel, 
““The folks are in bed, 
We'll gather our meal 
As they dream overhead. 


“Come on, little Owl, 
And you, Whip-poor-will, 
The folks are all sleeping, 
Our larders we'll fill. 


“Come on, Brother Rabbit, 
And you, Brother Hare, 
The moon is out shining; 
There’s plenty to spare. 


“Here’s peas for friend Rabbit, 
And young tender grass, 
And lettuce and parsley, 
And flowers en masse. 


“We'll dance in the moonlight, 
We'll chuckle with glee, 

_ Haste, haste to the banquet,— 

By morning we'll flee.” 


A SMALL SEAMSTRESS 


A little girl went to a sewing bee; 

She was scarcely more than half past three. 

But she worked so well, for one of her size, 

That the needles stared with all their eyes! 
—Martha Burr Banks; The Children’s Book. 
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NAME ME 


Behead my first 
And remove its tail, 

Leaving me one and undivided. 
Though frail, my second 
Oft shows its teeth, 

And is decidely one-sided. 
My whole is sweet, 
And good to eat, 

By busy toil provided. 


HIDDEN FLOWER 


Cut me in halves and place the first half of me above the line, 
and the other part of me below the line. Then read me as you see 
me, and you will have the name of a beautiful flower. 


SOLUTIONS TO OCTOBER PUZZLES 


Found in the Kitchen: Flour, salt, sugar, bean, soda, yeast, 
bread. 


WORD SQUARE 


Riddle: B natural. 
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Lesson 8, NovEMBER 21, 1920. 
THE TWELVE SENT FORTH.—Matt. 10:5-8; 29-31; 37-42. 

GoLDEN TExT—Then saith he unto his disciples, The harvest indeed 
is plenteous, but the laborers are few. Pray ye therefore the Lord of the 
harvest, that he send forth laborers into his harvest—Matt. 9:37, 38. 

After spending a night in prayer, Jesus Christ chose twelve men as his 
disciples, to go forth and carry on his work among his people. Five great 
things were given them to do. They were to preach, heal the sick, cleanse 
the lepers, raise the dead, and cast out demons. The Master prepared them 
for these great works by giving them power to perform them. He has pre- 
pared us, also, to heal the sick, to raise the dead, to preach the gospel, etc., 
and he is always ready to help us accomplish these acts. These twelve 
men were not especially brilliant, nor were they well educated. Some of 
them were called from very lowly positions in life; but they loved Jesus and 
were ready to serve him. They also loved their fellow men and were glad 
to bring them the great and glad tidings of Truth. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Tell in your own words how we may go forth today as disciples of 
Christ 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—I will to do the will of my 
loving Father. 


Lesson 9, NovEMBER 28, 1920. 
HOW JESUS WAS RECEIVED.—Matt. 11:1-6; 16-19; 25-30; 
12:14. 
GOLDEN TEXT—Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest—Matt. 11:28. 


John was in prison, but his friends were given the privilege of visiting 
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him, and they told him of the wonderful things being done by Jesus Christ. 
John had great faith in Jesus, but after remaining in prison a long time, he 
became a little discouraged and doubts began to enter his mind. He then 
did the wisest thing possible, for he sent his friends directly to Jesus to in- 
quire if he indeed were “he that cometh.” Att that time Jesus was healing 
the sick, casting out evil spirits, opening the eyes of the blind, and even rais- 
ing the dead. When John’s messengers asked Jesus the question if he were 
the Christ, Jesus merely pointed out to them the works he had been doing, 
and John’s followers returned to him with the glad tidings that Jesus was 
surely the Messiah whose coming had been predicted. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What proof had John’s messengers that Jesus was the Son of God, 
whom they sought? The evidence of his works. 

What proof can we give to the world today that we are all the sons 
of God? The evidence of our works in helping and healing. others. 

How can we help others? By knowing for them the truth, that asad 
are also sons of God, happy, healthy, joyous, and prosperous. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—!/ take all my tsiihiia to 
the Lord, for in him I find rest and peace. 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 5, 1920. 
THE GROWTH OF THE KINGDOM.—Matt. 13: 24-33. 

GOLDEN TEXT—Fret not thyself because of evil-doers.—Psalm 37:1. 

Not long ago we had a lesson teaching us that trees bring forth fruit 
after their kind. Today we have a lesson about certain kinds of seed and 
the crops they produce. Jesus told his disciples of a man who sowed good 
seed in his field, and how, while he slept, an enemy came and sowed other 
kinds of seed in the field, and weeds grew up with the wheat. So when the 
harvest time came it took a long time for the harvesters to separate the grain 
from the weeds. But this work had to be done in order that the owner 
might store away only that which was good and useful. Let us put our- 
selves in the place of the owner of the field, and sow only good seed in our 
lives. To do this we must determine to think only true thoughts about our- 
selves and others. Should we become careless and fall asleep, we will 
later find weedy thoughts springing up in our field. These must be care- 
fully sorted out and destroyed by the consuming fire of love, and not put 
away in the storehouse of memory where our good thoughts have been gar- 
nered. Then we must guard our fields more carefully that no weedy 
thought seed may be sown therein. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 
Tell in your own words how our lives are like the field of the man who 
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is mentioned in today’s lesson, and how we should sow in order to reap only 
a good harvest in our lives. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—J choose my thought 
seed wisely, and my harvest is good. 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 12, 1920. 
WHAT THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN IS LIKE. — Matthew 
13:44-58. 

GoLDEN TEXT—The kingdom of God is not eating and drinking, but 
righteousness and peace and joy in the Holy Spirit—Romans 14:17. 

In today’s lesson we find Jesus instructing the people in regard to the 
kingdom of heaven, and he does it something like this: “The kingdom of 
heaven is like a great treasure which for a long time was hidden in a field. 
A certain man, who was exploring this field, discovered the treasure. He 
lost no time in selling all his belongings, that he might take his money and 
with it buy the field which contained the treasure. The man was obliged 
to sell all that he had to buy that one treasure, but in the end he gained far 
more than he had sacrificed.” [Each one of us can find the kingdom of 
heaven, but there are many things we would have to give up to enter therein. 
But we would find that we would be glad to be rid of these incumbrances, 
for if they were to remain in our possession we could not enjoy the glories of 
our new dwelling place. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What are some of the things we must dispose of before we can enjoy 
the kingdom of heaven? The belief in sickness, sin, unhappiness, etc. 

What are some of the things the treasure contains for us? Health, joy, 
peace, love, prosperity, wisdom, and every good thing. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ have found the king- 
dom of heaven, and I rejoice in its great treasures. 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 19, 1920. 
JESUS FEEDS THE MULTITUDE.—Matt. 14:13-23. 
GoLpEN TEXT—T hey have no.need to go away; give ye them to eat. 

—Matt. 14:16. 

“Once upon a time,” as all interesting stories begin, Jesus and his dis- 
ciples were carrying on their work in a desert place on the northeast shore 
of Galilee. When evening came the disciples turned to Jesus and said, 
“This is a desert place, and there is nothing here with which to feed all 
these people. Shall we not send them away now, that they may go into the 
cities and buy food?” But Jesus answered, “Why send them away? Let 
us feed them.” ‘This amazed the disciples, for there were five thousand men 
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in the crowd “besides women and children.” The disciples explained to 
Jesus that there was no food, but his faith in the belief that the crowd could 
be fed remained unshaken. Finally, to convince Jesus how utterly impos- 
sible it was to care for the crowd, they said ““We have here but five loaves 
and two fishes.” To the amazement of every one, Jesus had these brought 
to him, and he blessed them, and passed them to the disciples, who handed 
them to the multitude, and all did eat and were filled and there was enough 
left after the feast to fill twelve baskets full of food! This is a good lesson 
for us when we stand bewildered before something which we have to do, 
and can see only the small resources at hand. There is always something 
for us to begin with, and this is a sufficient supply for us if we will but place 
that in the Father’s hands, for he will bless it, and magnify it to meet the 
need, no matter how great the need may appear. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell this story in your own words and explain its meaning for us. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—There’s plenty for you 
and for me. 


BIRD TRADES 
The swallow is a mason, 
And underneath the eaves 


He builds a nest and plasters it 
With mud and hay and leaves. 


Of all the weavers that I know, 
The oriole is the best; : 


High on the branches of the tree 
She hangs her cozy nest. 


The woodpecker is hard at work,— 
A carpenter is he,— 

And you may hear him hammering 
His nest high up a tree. 


Some little birds are miners; 
Some build upon the ground: 
And busy little tailors, too, 
Among the birds are found. © —Selected. 


Look for goodness, look for gladness, 
You will meet them all the while; 
If you bring a smiling visage 
To the glass, you meet a smile. 
—Alice Carey. 
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THANKSGIVING JOY 


: IE. TOOK our two-wheeled cart yesterday and gathered our 
\ \ } pumpkins. The biggest big ones are to be made into lovely, 


$i yellow, jack-o’-lanterns, and of the rest we are going to 
Me make oceans of pumpkin pies. 


We are planning to have a feast out of doors, in front 
of the fireplace. The long table, made of planks placed 
on sawhorses and piled with good things, will look, I imagine, like the 
pictures of the first Thanksgiving. Although we will not resemble the 
Pilgrims in our costumes, we will eat as gladly and our hearts will be 
as full of thankfulness. 

Weare playing, as we always do at this season, our Thanksgiving 
game. First, we think of all the things for which we are thankful. It 
seems to us there are more of them each year. This time we are espe- 
cially grateful for our eyes with which we see, and our ears with which 
we hear, for we have just returned from a wonderful motor trip. We 
love to go among the hills in the fall time. This year we had a new 
experience. We floated, sitting in our car on a boat, down the river. 
It was a still, hazy day, and the high bluffs on either side were fairly 
singing with color. Who wouldn’t be glad for eyes to see? The 
lapping of the water against the boat, and the occasional whistle of a 
bird on the bluffs, made us glad to hear, for those things are part of 
the great voice of God. 

After we have mentioned all the good things of which we can 
think, we decide upon the one for which we are the most thankful. 
This is not so easy, and sometimes Curtis just cannot decide. But 
each year, after I have named all the wonderful and lovely things for 
which I give thanks, I come back to one of my treasures, and | say, 
“Dear God, for this I thank thee most of all.” 

This treasure of mine is a little key that has a long name. The 
key unlocks a magical door, and the strange thing about this door is 
that the wider one opens it, and the longer one keeps it open, the larger 
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the doorway becomes. The long name of the key is, The Faculty of 
Appreciation. It is, I think, the most wonderful of all of God’s gifts. 
This key is given to each of us, to use as we see fit. 

Some folks seem never to have used the key to unlock the magical 
door, allowing themselves only the limited vision to be seen through the 
keyhole. Others, having opened the door a bit, have allowed an ill 
wind to blow it closed. Had they used the magic door stop, which is 
God’s intelligence, no wind could have closed the door. Once opened 
wide and kept open, all the good things of life come to us through it. 
We see and enjoy all the beauty, and color, all the love, and truth, and 
purity, with which the world is flooded. Of what use would all the 
good and loveliness be, if we could not appreciate them? 

Son and I are hoping that you will have so many blessings to 
count this Thanksgiving time that they will keep you busy all this year. 
We know that among them you will find none more precious than the 
small key with the long name, The Faculty of Appreciation. 


TO A PRISM IN A CHILD'S WINDOW 
VircIniA D. Firron 


Oh! tiny bit of heaven! 
Come to bless a little child, 


To bring him dreams of fairyland 
And forest rich and wild; 


Of fairy queens, and busy elves, 
And bursting pots of gold, 

That at the rainbow’s end 
Were hid, as often he’d been told; 


Of butterflies and summer time 
' And the tinkling brooklet’s lure, 
Of violets in a shady nook 
And lilies sweet and pure; 


Of sunset tints at twilight 
When the shepherd’s work is done, 
Of the lingering purple shadows, 
And the glorious setting sun. 


And now the weary little head 
Drops down on outstretched arm, 
And off to Sleepyland he goes, 


Away from pain and harm. 
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NOVEMBER 


A harvest of pumpkins 


And apples I pour, 


From my barn of plenty . 
On Mother Earth's floor. 


A symbol are they 


Of abundant supply 
Of Wisdom and Life 
That in God's storehouse lie. 
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